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Awake,  north  wind, 
and  come,  south  wind! 

Blow  on  my  garden, 
that  its  fragrance  may  spread  abroad. 

Let  my  lover  come  into  his  garden 
and  taste  its  choice  fruits. 


SONG  OF  SOLOMON  4:16 


And  this  is  how  I see  the  East.  I have  seen  its  secret  places  and  have 
looked  into  its  very  soul;  but  now  I see  it  always  from  a small  boat,  a 
high  outline  of  mountains,  blue  and  afar  in  the  morning;  like  faint  mist 
at  noon;  a jagged  wall  of  purple  at  sunset.  I have  the  feel  of  the  oar  in 
my  hand,  the  vision  of  a scorching  blue  sea  in  my  eyes.  And  I see  a 
bay,  a wide  bay,  smooth  as  glass  and  polished  like  ice,  shimmering  in 
the  dark.  A red  light  burns  far  off  upon  the  gloom  of  the  land,  and  the 
night  is  soft  and  warm.  We  drag  at  the  oars  with  aching  arms,  and  sud- 
denly a puff  of  wind,  a puff  faint  and  tepid  and  laden  with  strange  odors 
of  blossoms,  of  aromatic  wood,  comes  out  of  the  still  night  — the  first 
sign  of  the  East  on  my  face.  That  I can  never  forget.  It  was  impalpable 
and  enslaving,  like  a charm,  like  a whispered  promise  of  mysterious 
delight. 


- JOSEPH  CONRAD 


The  sea  speaketh.  Remember,  why’m  I a wave?  Three  silver  nails  in  a 
blue  field,  turned  gray  by  sea. 


- JACK  KEROUAG 
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HEADING  WEST  ALL  NITE 

Rich  Cermak 

Morning. 

The  mountains  have 

eome  out  to  see  the  strangers 

gathering 
sweating  streams 
straining  to  see 


There’s  something  about  cream  cheese 
that  eases  even  rage: 
so  smooth,  it  fills  each  toasted 
crag  and  softens  what  was  baked  to 
jagged  crust.  And  when  you  chew, 
it  melts  like  honey  butter  freshened 
by  some  dew  and  makes  you  suck, 
so  slowly,  like  a child 
when  milk  is  new. 

What  is  it  about  cream  cheese 
that  evens  out  the  rage? 

While  sages  may  ponder, 

I spread  this  hard-baked  bread 
smooth,  smoothing  out  the  edge. 


Joannie  Liesenfelt 


AN  EARLY  FRIEND 

Rick  Anthoney 

on  the  way  to  kinder-poem, 
i cut  across  the  flanders’  lawn 
and  noticed  how  the  wind  loved  me 
so  tenderly  it  moved  to  be 
wherever  i would  go. 
we  ran  a race  with  school  in  sight 
and  neither  won  — to  my  delight, 
in  class  the  teacher  wondered  why 
the  waving  bushes  caught  my  eye, 
the  windows  smiling  clear, 
at  recess,  there  it  was  again 
my  patiently  awaiting  friend, 
to  press  its  secrets  in  my  ear 
and  billow  shirttails  front  and  rear, 
so  playful  and  so  dear. 


David  Magdziarz 


The  Spectre  of  Erotic  Love 


ON  A WINDY  NIGHT 

Veronica  Jean 

the  fingers 

of  a thousand  peeping  Toms 
are  seratehing  and  rapping 
I listen  to  the  whispering  windows 
I pull  the  blankets  uptight 

leaves  roll  by  on  the  street 
like  elephants  toppling 
end  over  end 
out  of  an  airplane 
I turn  out  the  light 

the  whistling  suddenly  subsides 
to  seek  me  out  in  the  dark 
and  with  one  silent  scoop 
sends  me  off  into  a dream 
on  a windy  night 


ON  THE  BACK  OF  THIS 
ENVELOPE  ABOUT  THIS 
ASIAN  GIRL  I KNOW 

Jim  Ketchum 

Her  eyes  are  blue  like  kittens’  eyes 
Her  hair  is  blaek  and  beautiful 
She  spends  her  nighttimes  on  her  knees 
Her  daytimes  in  the  libraries 

Smoking  cigarettes,  I watch  TV 
While  she’s  at  dancing  class,  or  school 
Insufferable  though  she  may  be 
She  spends  her  nighttimes  on  her  knees 
How  beautiful  and  cruel  to  me 
These  asiatic  rules 

Some  measure  lives  in  coffee  spoons 
I measure  mine  with  gray  balloons 
and  setting  suns,  both  used 


DOUBLE  DEUTSCHE 

Joseph  Barillari 

Bergen-Belsen  Buchenwald 

Skipping  rhymes 
For  beating  time 
For  jumping  ropes 
And  children’s  hopes. 

Bergen-Belsen  Buchenwald 

Strange  rhythmic  names 
For  children’s  games. 

Bergen-Belsen  Buchenwald 

Horrific  names, 

Psychotic  games 
For  snake-brained  men 
Whose  jumping  ropes 
Choked  children’s  hopes. 

Bergen-Belsen  Buchenwald. 
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February  23,  1989 


Ms.  Joni  Hezlep,  Director 
National  Atomic  Museum 
Department  of  Energy 
Albuquerque  Operations  Office 
P.O.  Box  5400 

Albuquerque,  New  Mexico  87115 
Dear  Ms.  Hezlep: 

In  response  to  your  request  for  memorabilia  associated  with  509th 
Composite  Group  activities  for  display  in  the  National  Atomic  Museum, 
the  writer  has  none;  however,  this  letter  may  provide  intrinsic  and 
philosophical  (if  I may)  pertinence  far  more  intriguing  than  things.  Such 
an  endeavor  entails,  in  part,  taking  issue  with  a titan  of  many 
sophisticated  fields,  Mr.  Robert  McCormick  Adams:  educator, 
archaeologist,  world  traveler,  curator  and  presently  Secretary  of  the 
Smithsonian  Institution. 

For  many  years,  I,  among  many,  have  pondered  the  enigma  of  the  B-29 
bomber  that  carried  the  first  atomic  bomb  over  Hiroshima,  the  Enola 
Gay,  a historical  artifact  that  has  never  been  assigned  its  proper  place 
in  public  exhibit.  Mr.  Adams  deals  with  this  matter  in  his  commentary, 
Smithsonian  Horizons,  in  the  July  1988  issue  of  the  Smithsonian,  to 
which  most  of  the  offering  that  follows  is  directed. 


I 


Mr.  Adams  quotes  Alfred  Kazin  (New  York  Times  Book  Review): 

The  bomb  was  inseribed  with  autographs  and  derisive 
messages  to  the  Emperor  of  Japan,  some  of  them 
obseene.  But  for  all  the  fun  and  games,  the  fearful 
power,  terror,  hopes  and  delusions  released  by  Little 
Boy  (The  Bomb)  ehanged  everyone,  forever  . . . forty- 
three  years  later  we  are  still  struggling  . . . with  every 
effeet  and  implieation  of  that  ehange  . . . 

Obviously,  Seeretary  Adams  shares  with  Mr.  Kazin  his  naive  and 
demeaning  implieitation  toward  Gl-simulated  levity.  When  Ameriean 
eelebrities  were  peddling  kisses  in  eountless  measure  (another  affront) 
to  eighteen-year  old  kids  to  enlist  and  go  fight  the  “dirty  Japs”  (a 
veritable  erime  it  was  at  that  time  to  aseribe  to  the  despised  enemy 
the  name  Japanese),  when  Ameriean  eitizens  were  being  hawked  to 
buy  War  Bonds  for  ships  and  tanks  and  planes  with  whieh  to  sink  the 
“dirty  slant-eyes,”  it  was  eonsidered  both  maeho  and  patriotie  to  defile 
the  foe  with  every  derogation  imaginable,  and  the  leaders  of  this  trend 
were  the  media,  happily  eneouraged  by  Washington.  In  many 
restaurants  and  bars  aeross  the  eountry,  restroom  urinals  were 
“deeorated”  at  their  foei  with  garish  eartoons  of  the  faees  of  Hitler, 
Mussolini,  and  Hirohito. 

That  is  how  the  United  States,  its  allies,  and  our  eolleetive  eitizenry 
then  beheld  the  evil  Axis. 


II 

Near  the  eonelusion  of  his  eommentary,  Mr.  Adams  writes: 

An  indissoluble  part  of  an  exhibit  of  the  Enola  Gay 
should  be  some  aeeount  of  what  happened  at 
Hiroshima  — then  and  afterward.  Probably  the 
somewhat  doubtful  overall  effeetiveness  of  earlier  and 
subsequent  non-nuelear  bombing  — in  Germany 
during  World  War  II,  and  in  Vietnam  — also  should 
be  looked  at,  to  provide  a eomparative  perspeetive. 
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On  February  13,  1945,  the  RAF  and  the  USAF  combined  air  strength 
numbering  1,111  heavy  bombers  in  a series  of  raids  on  Dresden, 
Germany,  a virtually  non-military  target  bulging  with  thousands  of 
refugees  who  had  poured  in  from  Poland,  Czechoslovakia,  and  Russia. 
The  sorties  continued  for  some  sixteen  hours,  and  the  number  of  souls 
roasted  to  death  by  fire-bombs  in  “the  horror  of  Dresden”  is,  by  British 
count,  “vague.”  Four  American  sources  of  authority  were  consulted: 
two  estimate  the  deaths  at  35,000,  and  two,  one  of  which  is  the 
Historical  Encyclopedia  of  World  War  II,  affirm  a total  of  135,000. 
Applying  an  average  of  the  four  sources  results  in  a net  figure  of  85,000, 
or  14,000  more  humans  than  were  incinerated  at  Hiroshima.  Many 
war  historians  regard  Dresden  as  “the  Hiroshima  of  Europe.” 

Secretar>"  Adams,  in  an  unsolicited  role  of  quasi-apologist,  continues: 

Save  for  Col.  Paul  W.  Tibbets,  the  plane’s  pilot,  they 
(the  crew)  knew  little  of  their  bombload  until  the  last 
moments.  Even  he,  along  with  all  American  experts, 
expected  merely  an  immensely  powerful  blast. 

(It  is  suggested  in  this  instance  that  “merely”  and  “immensely”  are 
totally  incompatible.) 

At  Dresden,  as  well  as  other  European  devastations,  bombs  designed 
by  the  English  weapons  expert,  Barnes  Willis,  weighing  12,000  pounds 
(Tallboys)  were  used,  and  22,000-pounders  (Grand  Slams)  were  ready 
to  roll  off  the  production  line  had  the  European  air  war  continued 
beyond  March,  1945. 

Colonel  Paul  W.  Tibbets,  Jr.,  was  more  than  “the  plane’s  pilot.”  He  was 
commander  of  the  509th  Composite  Group,  and  he  knew  as  much 
about  the  bomb’s  potential  as  did  Professor  Robert  Oppenheimer  or 
Navy  Captain  William  “Deak”  Parsons,  perhaps  the  most  powerful 
person  in  the  entire  Manhattan  Project  and  “guest”  crew  member  on 
the  Enola  Gay.  It  was  Parsons  who  supervised  the  en-route  arming  of 
the  bomb,  and  it  was  also  he,  who,  in  the  pre-mission  briefing,  told 
the  crew: 

The  bomb  you  are  going  to  drop  is  something  new 
in  the  history  of  warfare.  It  is  the  most  destructive 
weapon  ever  produced.  We  think  it  will  knock  out 
almost  everything  within  a three-mile  area. 


One  may  infer  from  Mr.  Adams’  apologetie  view  that  twenty-mile 
effeetiveness,  instead  of  just  three-mile  effeetiveness,  by  Little  Boy,  may 
well  have  diseouraged  partieipation  by  some  of  the  erew  in  a mission 
in  whieh  personal  involvement  was  no  longer,  if  ever,  an  option. 

Seeretary  Adams’  premise  is  to  show  why  the  Enola  Gay,  after  39  years 
of  availability,  is  still,  without  maliee,  not  on  full-time  exhibit  under 
auspiees  of  the  Smithsonian  Institution,  proffering  sueh  deterring 
obstaeles  as  spaee  and  budget,  while  overtly  denying  any  private  or 
politieally-influeneed  deeision  to  not  plaee  the  aireraft  on  publie  exhibit. 
He  does  promise  that  the  Enola  Gay  will  be  exhibited. 

Ill 

When  Paul  W.  Tibbets’  mother  was  born,  her  parents,  beeause  their 
beloved  infant  seemed  “so  all  alone,”  ehristened  her  Enola  (alone, 
baekwards)  Gay.  That  sueh  a gentle  name  should  be,  in  typieal 
Ameriean  GI  bravura,  emblazoned  on  the  sides  of  the  then  most  terri- 
fying juggernaut  in  history,  and  alone  indeed,  while  delivering  the  most 
enormous  eargo  of  all  time,  eomprises  real  life  dramatie  irony  that 
reduces  those  endless  fictional  coincidences  of  A Tale  of  Two  Cities, 
no  matter  how  ingeniously  ideated,  to  prosiac  peanuts.  It  must  be 
pointed  out,  however,  that  Tibbets,  a quiet  man  who  demanded  im- 
peccable efficiency  while  scorning  trivia,  was,  for  a time,  like  General 
George  S.  Patton,  a pure  warrior,  and  thus,  in  his  patriotic  intellect, 
it  was  a just  and  noble  act  that  the  revered  name  of  his  mother  should 
grace  the  fuselage  of  that  lethal  superweapon  he  rode  over  the 
homeland  of  the  despised  enemy,  and  for  which  he  was  appropriately 
decorated  with  the  Silver  Star. 

As  of  today,  Mr.  Paul  W.  Tibbets,  Jr.,  has  received  more  hate  mail  than 
perhaps  any  other  person  in  military  history,  yet,  given  the  essence 
of  moral  law,  which  bows  to  intent  over  results,  whom  should  we  prefer 
to  salute,  Paul  Tibbets,  or  Kurt  Waldheim?  The  Hiroshima  and  Nagasaki 
bombings,  with  all  their  horror,  saved  an  estimated  one-million  military 
lives,  and  certainly  a great  many  civilians. 


IV 


During  the  nineteen-fifties  and  sixties,  the  U.S.  Military  conducted 
certain  nuclear  bomb  tests  in  Nevada  and  on  Eniwetok  and  other  Bikini 
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Islands  before  large  numbers  of  Ameriean  serviee  people,  most  of 
whom  were  “assured”  there  would  be  no  after-effeets.  Many  of  them 
stated  later  that,  during  the  shockwaves  of  enormous  X-ray  power,  they 
could  see,  through  closed  eyes,  the  bones  of  their  hands  and  forearms. 
The  dire  results  of  Agent  Orange  in  Vietnam  need  no  elaboration.  Over 
300,000  military-related  claims  against  the  United  States,  for  causa- 
tion of  malignant  and  potentially  terminal  afflictions  to  service  people 
and  offsprings,  remain  in  government  files,  while  but  few  have  been 
fairly  settled. 


V 

Today,  the  Japanese  hold  title  to  hundreds  of  billions  of  dollars  in 
“American”  real  estate,  applaudable  testimony  to  their  individual  and 
collective  industry,  intelligence  and  foresight,  and  a sad  commentary 
on  American  short-sightedness,  indolence,  greed  and  dishonesty,  at 
both  the  corporate  and  government  levels.  Various  trade  and  travel 
organizations  offer  us  literature  on  how  to  get  along  with  the  Japanese, 
including  “glossaries”  of  courtesies  and  civilities  we  should  afford  them. 
Our  tacit  apologies  seem  endless. 

As  of  this  very  writing  the  body  of  Emperor  Hirohito  lies  in  state, 
awaiting  final  respects  from  the  greatest  entourage  of  dignitaries  in 
history,  including  our  own  Commander  in  Chief.  When  President  Bush 
was  queried  by  the  media  as  to  why  the  traditional  diplomacy  of 
dispatching  the  Vice  President,  or  the  Secretary  of  State,  to  state 
funerals  was  in  this  case  not  implemented,  he  emphatically  replied, 
“Oh,  this  is  too  important!” 

Let  us  hope  Mr.  Bush  is  aware  of  the  chilling  fact  that  Japan,  the  world’s 
soaring  technological  superpower,  can  easily  expand  its  mind-boggling 
“chip”  technology  into  weaponry. 

America  is  going  to  really  have  to  scramble  to  become  a nation  of 
education. 

We’re  getting  whopped  with  our  own  culture. 

Arthur  R.  Hanson 
Staff  Sergeant  (erst) 

320th  Troop  Carrier  Squadron 
509th  Composite  Group 


ANNIVERSARY 

Mil  Riese 

Gome,  let  us  eelebrate  again 
the  intrieate  uses  and  pleasures 
of  the  body  — and  I within 
thinking  what  if  it  should  end. 

I would  go  erashing  down  down  down, 
the  flowers  fallen  from  my  hair 
my  skin  slaek  and  burned  all  over, 
arriving  at  another  desert, 
another  famine,  folding  myself 
into  eapsules  and  tablets 
very  neat,  very  neat, 
pushed  to  the  baek  of  a eloset  shelf. 
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WHERE  WERE  YOU 

Shawn  Spurlock 


when  Kennedy  was  killed 
I was  entombed  in  a womb 
dying  to  be  bom 


Debbie  Bauer 


“We  have  had  a long  day,  so  let’s  brush  our  teeth  and  go  to  bed.” 
“Okay,  Dad.  Will  you  read  us  a story?”  Erin  asked. 

“Of  eourse.  So  to  bed  we  go.” 

“What  story  are  you  going  to  read?”  asked  Sara. 

“Let’s  make  one  up.  Erin,  you  start.” 

“Onee  upon  a time  . . .”  Erin  said.  “Dad,  your  turn.” 

“There  were  three  little  . . .” 

“Fish,”  said  Sara. 

“They  were  swimming  around  when  they  deeided  to  play  hide  and 
seek,”  said  Erin. 

“What  are  the  fishes’  names?” 

“Erin,  Dad  and  Sara,”  said  Sara.  “And  Dad  Fish  has  to  eount  to  twenty.” 
“But  what  if  1 need  help  eounting?” 

“Dad!  Don’t  be  a silly  salmon!”  Erin  said. 

With  that  1 started  to  eount. 

“Don’t  forget  to  elose  your  eyes.  Dad,”  said  Sara  Fish. 

“Okay,  my  little  fishy.  Oh  where  oh  where  ean  my  little  fishy  be?” 

“As  1 swam  around  1 saw  . . .” 

“Lots  of  junk,”  Erin  said. 

“But  where  are  my  fishes?  I looked  inside  . . .” 

“An  old  tin  ean,”  Sara  said. 

“And  I found  my  little  fish  . . .” 

“ERIN!”  Sara  shouted. 

“And  to  find  Sara  I swam  around  and  around.  Where  was  Sara  Fish?” 
“In  an  old  tire,”  said  Erin. 

“Okay,  little  fishes,  1 found  you  so  . . .” 

“Time  we  go  home  and  take  a nap,”  said  Sara. 

I gave  them  a good  night  kiss.  1 watehed  their  little  eyes,  blue  as  the 
eoral  sea,  slowly  elose  like  a mother  elam  proteeting  her  pearl. 

“Good  night,  my  little  fishies!” 


Bill  Whitworth 
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“christ,  we  shouldn’t  be  doing  this” 

“cigarette?” 

“no” 

“oh  yeah,  i keep  thinking  you’re  someone  else” 

“bastard” 

“i  golf  with  Tony” 

“conniving  bastard” 

“and  what  would  he  say” 

“he’d  say  you’re  a bastard” 

“what  a lovely  day.  i’ll  open  the  drapes” 

“go  ahead  . . . you’ve  got  no  hips.  Tony’s  got  hips” 

“but  he’s  got  no  lips,  has  he  got  lips?  does  he  kiss  you 
where  the  meridian  hits  florida?  does  the  meridian  hit 
florida?  does  he  bring  to  mind  quintessential  qualities 
of  well-being  particular  to  being  lapped  into  well-buttered 
toast?” 

“fuck  you” 

“well  then,  there  you  have  it.  i’ve  got  no  hips” 

“open  the  drapes” 

“not  to  mention  desire,  i’ve  got  none  of  that  either, 
i don’t  care,  does  it  show?” 

“crack  the  window” 

“it  shows” 

“crack  the  window,  love.” 

“what  do  i detect?” 

“a  puncture” 

“we’ll  wed  in  June?” 


Andy  Ostrowski 


It  could  have  been 
some  ’40’s  movie. 

Four  girls,  Bette  Davis-like 
on  a pienie  table  in  the  park, 
their  long  legs  in  skirts  and  shorts. 
Laughter  moved  within  the  group, 
haughty  and  rich. 

Seemingly  oblivious, 
there  were  well-exeeuted 
glances  at  men  who  walked  by, 
and  hair  so  earefully  head-tossed 
at  the  right  moments. 

A “notice  me,  don’t  bother  me” 
attitude  was  the  perfumed  scent, 
subtle  enough, 
but  unmistakably  alluring. 

I expected  Bogart  at  any  moment; 
maybe  they  did  too. 

College  girls, 
on  the  spring  green. 


Dan  Levit 


AN  AMERICAN  IN  PARIS 

Frey  da  Lib  man 

He  heard  his  musie  in  the  madness  of  eities, 

in  the  sassy  blare  of  taxis, 

steely  riot  of  engines, 

throb  of  heartbeats  eommingled 

in  a nameless  wail  of  souls  on  fire. 

He  eonjured  his  elarinets, 

eharmed  the  shiny  throats  of  saxophones 

along  the  tree-lined  boulevards, 

east  his  dusky  song  upon  the  Seine 

where  lovers  drape  themselves  in  moonlight, 

tueked  ebony  bookmarks  of  jazz 

into  the  pages  of  Paris  bookstalls. 

Child  of  Ellis  Island, 
his  Steinway  sang  for  the  street 
and  polished  stage  of  eoneert  halls, 
sang  the  syneopation  of  dreams, 
hustling  his  bright  ehords  to  seal 
humanity  in  a eovenant  vibrating  forever 
in  the  flueney  of  Manhattan  twilights. 


i: 


WHITE  NEGLIGEE 

Ann  Stotts 

Apricot  leg 
on  bristled  thigh, 

I move. 

In  a light 
you  see 
on  my  face 

movie  star! 

brand  new  secretary! 

I could  be  a silver  screen. 


Your  windswept  eyes 
watching  as  I 
dress  and  leave 

trilliums 

full  blown 


words 

fell  from  my  mouth 
like  useless  childbirth. 


CONNECTED 

Carlene  M.  Mogavero 

The  bodies  fall 

and  the  metal  comes  flaming 

we  are  all  on  that  plane  as  it  starts 

free-falling  down. 

It  is  our  blood  removed  our 
risk  realized  our  death 
in  metaphor. 

We  all  touch  each  other 
in  the  most  horrifying  places 
we  all  connect  we  all  connect 
inside  the  fall. 


Ann  Torralba 
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TINKERWARP 

Bruce  Harris 


A small  circle  of  fiends 

gathered  together  for  ritual  collisions  of  sweat 

sitting  in  the  wet  vegetables  during  a sunrise 

While  using  our  electrie  tent  as  a haven 

we  spun  off  the  devices 

created  by  artificial  needs 

All  the  injeeted  behavior  without  roots 

All  the  experiments  from  the  pelvis  up 

This  movement  never  upset  the  rocks  stacked  in  angular  menace 

and  our  menu  of  life  left  only  a trail  of  discarded  clothing 

with  occasional  dried  protein  across  the  grooves 

But  once  again  all  the  questions  were  intercepted  before  answered 

and  the  faces  in  the  centrifuge  eould  only  wateh  us  walk  away 

into  that  other  time 


R.O.  Ketman 


I AM  NOT  OLD 

William  L.  Rabenstein 

I am  not  old 

For  in  my  heart 

A fountain  flows 

And  round  it  flowers 

In  great  profusion  grow 

Colored  by  red 

Redder  than 

The  red  of  any  rose. 

Blazing  more  golden 

Than  the  sun  at  high  noon 

Perfumed 

As  the  divinely  fragrant 
Breath  of  angels. 

How  then  ever 
Gan  I be  old? 
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MODERN  CARNIVORES 

John  Matthews 


Last  week  had  been  Allen’s  week.  Craig  Spieeland  was  sitting  on  the 
sofa,  legs  propped  on  the  small  table  separating  him  from  the  game 
show  on  television.  Today  being  Sunday,  he  knew  instinctively  that 
it  was  his  week.  Macaroni  & cheese  dinners  and  Handi-Snaks  quite  often 
served  as  life-support  in  times  of  low  food.  Ever  since  Allen’s  sister  Jane 
got  a job  with  the  people  at  Kraft,  their  tiny  apartment  was  always 
crowded  with  crates  of  cheese  products.  What  little  income  they  had 
was  usually  put  towards  books  for  school  and  besides  they  all  had 
agreed  to  the  creedo:  Food  is  out  there,  you  just  have  to  take  it. 

Craig  was  pasting  a cracker  with  a thick  coating  of  processed  cheese 
which  he  expertly  devoured  in  a single  chomp.  On  the  black  and  white, 
contestants  were  obediently  following  the  crazy  rules  of  “Beat  the 
Dealer”.  Craig  thought  it  strange  how  the  camera  kept  panning  over 
to  the  host’s  gleaming  teeth.  The  camera  must  have  felt  more  com- 
fortable there  or  maybe  a sort  of  magnetic  attraction  was  involved. 
He  found  himself  wondering  what  that  white  smile  ate  before  shows 
— most  likely  something  phallic-shaped.  Those  teeth  really  loved  that 
microphone.  In  the  adjoining  kitchenette,  Allen  put  down  the  book 
he  was  reading  and  asked  Craig  if  he  couldn’t  please  turn  down  that 
damn  show  while  he  was  trying  to  read.  “Why  don’tcha  go  screw 
yourself?  You  realize  I’m  gonna  make  us  rich?”  Craig  said  through  a 
mouthful  of  crackers. 

“Not  on  that  side  of  the  screen  you’re  not,  asshole,”  Allen  said,  “and 
give  me  some  of  those  cheesy  snack  things.” 

“They’re  called  Handi-Snaks.  Who  the  hell  taught  you  how  to  read?” 
Craig  said,  throwing  a plastic-wrapped  preservative  bomb  in  the  general 
direction  of  Allen’s  face,  which  ducked,  causing  his  Mr.  Magoo  coffee 
mug  to  overturn  on  his  lap. 

“Jesus!  You  prick.  I’m  never  gonna  finish  this  shit  here,”  Allen  said, 
pulling  his  coffee-stained  jeans  away  from  his  skin.  “You  look  inside 
that  white  thing  over  there  called  a refrigerator  lately?  It’s  empty  and 
it’s  your  turn  to  make  a killing.  Why  don’t  you  grab  us  some  grub  while 
you’re  not  busy?  We  can’t  live  out  of  those  Kraft  boxes,  you  know.” 
Craig  reclined  on  his  side  and  waited  for  the  mouth  to  return.  After 


a few  moments  it  did  and  it  said  to  stay  tuned  after  these  important 
announcements.  With  a socked  toe,  Craig  pushed  the  button  designated 
on/off  on  the  television,  slicing  a ravioli  commercial  in  two. 

“I  have  a good  mind  to  slice  that  bum  who  lives  under  the  Fourth 
Street  Bridge  and  serve  stew  tonight,”  Craig  said  pulling  on  his  boots. 

“Do  what  you  gotta  do,  just  don’t  come  back  empty-handed,”  Allen 
said  as  Craig  shut  the  door. 

They  had  been  living  out  of  boxes  and  cans  for  years,  it  seemed.  Good 
ol’  Jane  would  come  over  once  a month  with  a giant  box  of  Kraft  cheese 
products,  all  smiles.  She  had  a nice  smile.  Good  teeth.  She’d  drop  the 
box  wherever  there  was  room  and  she’d  ask  how  they  were  managing. 
Sometimes  she’d  bring  a bottle  of  something  with  her  and  keep  them 
up  all  night  with  stories.  She  seemed  to  be  reliving  her  college 
experience  when  she  came  by.  Looking  at  her,  you  would  probably 
guess  she  was  still  in  college,  though  she  was  already  four  years  out. 
Thinking  about  her  as  he  walked,  Craig  remembered  how  nice  it  was 
to  see  a woman  in  their  apartment;  the  place  seemed  a lot  less  depress- 
ing in  her  company. 

Craig  stopped  at  a bench  near  Drox  Park  and  lit  a cigarette,  thinking 
over  the  previous  methods  he  and  Allen  had  used  to  keep  their 
stomachs  full  over  this  school  year.  A check  from  home  would 
sometimes  come,  but  most  often  they  were  all  broke  after  book  and 
rent  payments.  Food  had  to  be  obtained  for  little  or  close  to  nothing. 
Barry  had  it  easy  his  weeks:  his  rich  girlfriend  Charlotte  would  pay 
for  his  kill,  which  wasn’t  really  considered  a kill  because  the  money 
was  earned  and  because  coupons  were  used  — a sacrilege  in  the  highest 
form  in  Allen’s  view.  Barry  would  walk  in  and  plop  a bag  of  groceries 
down  like  it  was  Saturday  morning  and  Mom  had  just  gotten  home 
from  the  market.  Neither  A1  nor  Craig  complained,  though,  as  Barry’s 
girlfriend  bought  a more  than  ample  amount  of  food  for  them. 

For  Allen  and  Craig,  food  was  always  to  be  obtained  in  the  most 
bizarre  and  illegal  ways.  There  was  a certain  style  to  it.  Nutrition  didn’t 
count;  weight  did.  It  was  a competitive  sport  between  them.  Craig’s 
mind  wandered  like  a hummingbird  over  flowers,  resting  on  one  occa- 
sion when,  way  back  in  fall,  Allen  had  stuffed  steaks  down  the  length 
of  his  jacket  and  nonchalantly  bought  a pack  of  35^  gum,  the  receipt 
for  which  he  happily  brandished  when  he  returned.  On  another  occa- 
sion, he  had  spotted  a campus  delivery  truck  with  an  open  door  and 
a non-existent  driver,  a killing  which  netted  them  cigarettes  and  food 
stuffs  for  close  to  a month.  Craig  thought  they’d  be  lucky  if  they  made 
it  through  the  year  with  a clean  record.  Craig  exhaled  a cloud  of  smoke 


31 


and  tightened  his  jaeket  around  his  famished-looking  body.  It  was 
starting  to  rain.  Great  time  for  it  too,  he  thought. 

The  hunt  always  began  a few  days  in  advanee,  inside  the  mind.  Craig 
had  a few  ideas,  all  illegal.  Who’s  to  blame  him,  though,  he  thought. 
He  had  said  on  more  than  one  oeeasion  that,  if  given  a ehoiee,  he’d 
kill  and  eook  his  own  food  rather  than  pay  for  some  proeessed  shit 
from  some  faetory  where  vermin  prey  on  hotdogs  and  frozen  dinners. 
He  and  Allen  felt  little  remorse  for  their  exploits,  “It’s  a goddamn  need 
for  ehristsake,”  Allen  explained  on  one  not  so  sober  evening.  “Why 
should  I feel  bad  about  satisfying  a physieal  need?  I woke  up  yester- 
day in  this  soeiety  and  they  want  me  to  pay  for  food.  I’m  a hunter, 
dammit,  in  a so-ealled  eivilized  eountry  with  too  many  damn  people 
in  it.  I don’t  know  these  people  I steal  from  or  if  I ehose  to,  those  people 
I’d  be  shopping  with.  I’ll  never  see  any  of  them  the  rest  of  my  life  so 
why  should  I eare?”  Craig  had  eoneluded  from  that  partieular  evening 
that  anthropology  majors  and  aleohol  don’t  mix. 

His  eigarette  had  gone  out  in  the  rain  and  he  bent  over  to  re  light 
it;  little  tremors  daneed  inside  his  stomaeh.  After  a few  moments  of 
what  looked  like  deliberation,  he  stood  up  and  hunehed  his  baek  against 
the  wind  and  headed  toward  Kroag’s  market.  The  path  ahead  of  him 
was  lined  with  berry  bushes  and  wide-brimmed  trees.  He  imagined 
himself  seouring  the  underbrush  for  tasty  roots,  feeling  the  wet  soil 
on  his  bare  feet.  He  suddenly  tapped  his  index  finger  against  his  teeth. 
“Wouldn’t  last  a day,”  he  thought  and  eontinued  his  daydream.  The 
air  was  humid,  and  a steady  drizzle  fell  from  the  gods  who  were 
eoughing  up  there  with  all  that  pollution. 

Craig  erossed  the  puddled  parking  lot  to  Kroag’s  and  felt  the  eold, 
filtered  air  eome  at  him  as  the  eleetronie  door  wheezed  shut.  A walk 
around  would  give  him  the  eourage,  he  knew.  Glazed  donuts  stared 
from  their  eellophaned  boxes,  pre-eut  hams  were  being  measured  and 
prieed  eleetronieally.  Water  had  gone  through  some  strange  sugared 
proeess  in  some  faetory  somewhere  to  be  labeled  Goea-Gola.  Cheese 
and  eow  meat  had  found  themselves  an  unlikely  eombination  ealled 
pizza.  Poekmarked  stoek  boys  fed  the  shelves  and  gave  the  plant  and 
animal  kingdom  the  final  death  blow  with  their  rapid  prieing  guns.  Craig 
had  a mouthful  of  saliva;  he  was  ready.  He  went  to  the  eheekout  eounter 
and  bought  a magazine  with  planets  on  the  eover  and  walked  outside 
where  he  donned  the  bright  orange  smoek  he  had  borrowed  from  one 
of  his  friends  the  day  before.  He  patted  his  hair  baek  and  waited.  A 
few  minutes  later  he  found  what  he  was  looking  for:  a middle-aged 
woman  struggling  to  put  her  groeeries  into  her  trunk  in  the  rain. 


Craig  trotted  up  behind  her  and  asked  in  his  most  eourteous  tone: 
“Gan  I help  you  with  those  Ma’m?”  The  woman’s  faee  was  a river  of 
blue  and  red  makeup.  “No,  that’s  just . . The  woman’s  assertion  that 
she  was  perfectly  capable  of  loading  her  own  groceries  was  cut  short 
when  she  realized  the  cart  boy  wasn’t  loading  the  bags  — he  was  pull- 
ing them  out.  “Hey,  what  do  you  think  . . .”  With  two  large  and  rather 
hairy  hands  clenching  two  stuffed  bags,  Craig  cut  across  the  lot,  heart 
pounding,  legs  thumping  into  asphalt  puddles  until  he  was  near  the 
railroad  tracks  which  would  take  him  most  of  the  way  home.  During 
the  abrupt  encounter  Craig  thought  he  had  glimpsed  red  meat.  When 
he  was  safely  out  of  danger,  he  crept  beneath  a tree  and  affirmed  his 
suspicion.  He  had  made  a good  kill.  There  was  pride  in  it  and  tonight 
there  would  be  meat. 


Green  Midnight 


CAVES  AT  MIDNIGHT 

Olga  Grush 

Caves  in  palisades  along  rivers,  leeherous 
maggoty  moldy  purgatories  of  wiekedness, 
spooked  with  dripping  stalaetites  and  ominous 
stalagmites  abounding  in  fickleness 
like  snooping  ogres  bewitched,  elated, 
enjoying  the  terror  of  terrified  boys 
at  midnight.  Here,  terrible  pirates 
bury  buccaneer  booty  in  the  noise 
and  melodeon  smoke  of  paddlewheels 
churning  rivers  to  foam  past  fern-fringed 
entrances  to  caves;  and  gamblers  deal 
crooked  poker  with  jeweled-fingered 
evil  intent,  aces  from  the  bottom 
of  the  pack!  And,  shot  in  the  head 
with  pearlhandled  revolvers  by  rotten 
jealous  brothel  beauties,  they  lie  dead, 
buried  right  here  in  this  very  cave! 

Little  boys  at  midnight  want  to  go  home, 
locked  in  the  dark  dank  dismal  glitter 
of  quartz,  silver  and  gold,  the  dome 
overhead  full  of  bats’  velvet  flitter. 

Little  boys  sneaking  out  after  dark  alone 
in  hiding,  shiver!  Phantoms  lurk  over  graves 
of  Blackboard,  Pegleg,  John  Silver!  Grossbones 
on  their  pirate  hats,  swords  unbuckled. 
Brooking  shadows  on  the  jeweled  walls, 
thieves  slithering  with  ghostly  chuckle 
out  for  revenge  at  midnight  when  owls  call. 
Who  left  behind  a cozy  bed,  warm  cookies, 
hot  chocolate,  for  an  old  man’s  gory 
tale  of  adventure?  Two  scared  rookies 
who  only  wanted  to  live  the  story. 
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Michael  Bell 


BOREDOM 

Andrea  Potos 

My  world 

is  a picture  inside 

a 1950’s  TV  set. 

Tiny  shades 

of  black  white  and  grey, 
like  the  street  where  the  Cleavers  live, 
the  predictable  pearls  on  June’s  neck, 
a palling  grey 

while  the  picture  drones  on 
tranquilizing  my  spirit 
to  a dull 
static. 


GENERAL  EMOTIONS 

Sean  Higgins 


I’m  a general  eleetrie 
kinda  guy. 

I constantly  think 

like  a humming  steel  wardrobe  at  night, 

open  me 

all  you  get  is  a light 
of  happiness 
but  after 

I’m  closed  you  must  wonder 
if  spontaneity  shuts  off, 
if  behind  those  doors,  where 
nothing  gets  to  me 


is  there  something  warm  and  affectionate 

or 


Just 

Gold 

Storage 


Space? 


My  eyes, 

Big, 

Brown 

a pool  of  choeolate 
in  which  you  slowly  drown. 
My  stare, 

Deep, 

yet  only  to  the  surface. 
Mysterious 
to  you,  but  to  me 
a game. 

Beautiful, 
my  smile, 
yet  seldom  seen. 

Sexy, 

my  mouth  that 
kisses  you 
tenderly: 


Deadly. 

Expanding  my  poison 
into  you  that 
Love  and  Lust 
may  grow. 


MOON  HORROR 

Glen  H.  Brown 


Once  I saw  the  moon 
drift  up  as  if  balanced 
by  invisible  legs. 


Rita  Rosales 


I saw  it  melt,  then  freeze, 
lose  itself  like  a face 
vanishing  at  night, 
like  white  fire  fallen  to  ash. 


I feared  this  most: 
this  white  wingless  stone 
drifting  alone  at  night. 


I stood  quietly; 
afraid  of  what  infinitely 
surrounded  it  — those  things 
older  than  love  and  death. 


CABIN  FEVER 

Barry  Thorpe 

February 

inhales  and  robs  me  like  a kitten 
on  a baby’s  ehest 
of  my  next 
inspiration 

Mareh 

a promise  from  a prostitute 
must  be  taken  with  all  due 
suspieion 

April 

writes  an  outdoor  invitation 
with  a quill  of  fuzzy  buds 
hidden  briefly  under 
frozen 
drips 


Michael  Van  De  Warker 


INTERLUDE,  UNION  STATION 

Pat  Brown 


WASHROOMS  FOR 
RAILROAD  PATRONS 
ONLY 

TRESPASSERS  WILL  BE  PROSECUTED 
AMTRAK  POLICE 


Are  they  uniformed?, 

I wondered,  glancing 

furtively  over  my  shoulder, 

or  plainelothes,  perhaps, 

so  as  not  to  spook  transgressors?  — 

I tried  hard  not  to  stare 
at  a seedy  old  boy 
in  a blue  poplin  jacket 
two  urinals  down  to  the  left. 

Would  they  storm  the  plaee 
in  a lightning  raid? 

I imagined  rough  hands 

on  my  arms  from  behind  — 

not  even  a chance  to  tuck  myself  in?  — 

slamming  me  into  that  filmy  wall, 

demanding  my  ticket  — Honest, 

I was  just  on  my  way  to  the 
Burlington  window!  — then 
stumbling  me  out  to  the  concourse  & 
pitching  me  into  a stream 
of  wall-eyed  commuters 
where  — dancing  for  balance, 
still  unzipped  — I’d  hear 
a youngster’s  voice  shrill 
“Mommy,  look!  That  man  was 
being  bad  in  the  bathroom!” 
above  the  soft  chuckling 
of  dutiful  Amtrak  Police 
melting  in  the  crowd. 


DREAMS 

Debbie  Ryel 


You  too  have  moved  — now, 

I ean’t  remember  your 
address  or  what  your  street 
looked  like.  Probably 
your  phone  is  diseonneeted 
or  I lost  the  number. 

The  elosed  door  of  a 
elassroom:  I tilt  my  head, 
listen  to  the  rise  and 
fall  of  a teaeher’s  voiee. 

Not  my  teaeher,  but  1 

leaf  through  her  book.  I want 

to  buy  it. 

Night:  I am  lugging 
my  heavy  suitease  into  a train 
eompartment.  All  my  friends 
have  gotten  off  at  the  last  stop. 
The  ear  speeds  along  elevated 
traeks,  high  above  elapboard 
houses,  grey  streets 
wet  with  rain. 

My  bed  afloat  in  the  wide 
sea.  I sit  up  and  look 
aeross  water,  hoping  to  see 
the  eastle,  its  gate 
standing  open,  I have 
no  gifts  and  haven’t 
learned  to  swim. 


Thomas  Horvat 


GNARLY  MEN 

Steve  Mayfield 

Gnarly  men  have  knots  and  bumps  on  hairy  baeks. 
They  eat  lots  of  meat  and  fruit 
and  sire  large  broods. 

Their  women  are  thiek  and  make  hearty  beef  stew. 

Gnarly  men  dream  of  longshot  jaekpots, 
and  when  they  eurse  their  daily  bread 
no  sound  is  heard. 

They  are  the  baekbone  of  the  earth. 
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SHARK’S  TOOTH 

Larry  Turner 


I sat  beside  her  at  the  table,  took  it  from  my  pocket,  and  set  it  in 
front  of  her. 

“From  Hawaii.” 

“Ah.” 

“It’s  a shark’s  tooth.” 

“I  thought  it  might  be.  I’ve  seen  them  before,  but  I remember 
them  as  darker.” 

It  lay  there. 

“Is  it  for  me?” 

“Yes.” 

It  lay  there. 

“You  said  you  wanted  something  shark-related  from  Hawaii.” 

“I  don’t  remember.” 

“Bruce  said  he  was  going  to  Hawaii.  He  said  he  has  a con- 
dominium there.  You  asked  him  to  bring  you  something  for  your 
swim  team,  the  Sharks.” 

“I  don’t  have  a swim  team.” 

“You  don’t  remember?” 

“I’d  remember  a swim  team  if  I had  one.” 

“It  must  have  been  someone  else.” 

• • • • • 

“Bruce,  do  you  remember  when  Sally  or  someone  asked  you  to 
bring  something  from  Hawaii?” 

“That  must  have  been  the  meeting  I missed.” 

“She  asked  you  to  bring  something  for  her  swim  team.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Do  you  have  a condominium  in  Hawaii?” 

“I’ve  never  been  to  Hawaii.” 


YOU  CAN  NEVER  BE  TOO  CAREFUL 

Richard  Muegge 

here’s  what  that  stranger  might 
come  over  here  and  whisper  in  your  ear 
once  he  senses  you’re  willing  to  listen 

“by  now  most  people  know,  you  know, 
that  baking  soda  works  as  well 
as  toothpaste  and  is  cheaper, 

but  y’know,  they  don’t  know  what  1 know 
and  I know  that  1 will  soon  market 
for  adolescent  acne  an  extract  of  mayonnaise 
twice  as  effective  as  Glearasil  or  Mudd 

oh,  I like  your  honest  face,  my  friend, 

and  your  good  complexion,  but  we 

have  a problem  now  because  you  know  my  plans; 

so  I may  just  have  to  take  you 

to  my  place  in  Idaho  where  you  can  lay  low 

for  five  years  or  so,  so  to  speak,  you  know?” 

oh  yes,  a polite  nod  to  someone  odd 
can  lead  to  who  knows  what  all, 
and  just  all  kinds  of  trouble. 
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PASSAGE 

Kathleen  Keenan 

He  was  unfound  dead. 

Left,  hiking,  with  his  eamera  and  a 
ean  of  pop  in  his  hand. 

Six  days  ago,  and  in  this  heat 
No  chanee. 

Still,  they  search. 

Two  of  the  60  go  down  in  their  plane, 
one  killed,  the  other,  serious  injuries; 
the  58  go  on. 

He  will  be  found 
curved  over  his  camera,  the 
tin  can  long  gone,  his  spirit 
chasing  its  contents  in  a scurry 
underneath  the  Southwestern  sky. 

The  camera  will  be  removed  carefully, 
leaving  the  scene  first,  cradled 
under  the  heart  of  a friend  who  will 
carry  on  the  thirst. 
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